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"Go on, Dad, what were you saying?" said Mrs,
Smeeth, observing that he was frowning a little at his
cup.
"I was going to say that teaching's one thing and
millinery's another thing. If you'd have decided to be
a teacher, Edna, I was ready to make a sacrifice to see
that you became one. Teaching's a profession. Safe,
too. Once you become a teacher, you're safe for the
rest of your life—"
"Awful old maids they look too, some of the old ones.
Lord help us, what a life!'* Mrs. Smeeth shuddered,
shook her head, then smiled at her husband, enctfurag-
ing him to continue with his little speech.
"But this millinery business is quite a different thing.
There may be money in it and there may not—I don't
know. What I do know is, it's in a different class alto-
gether, not the same standing at all. I'd do for one
what I wouldn't do for the other. So don't throw that
teaching affair in my face because it's outside the argu-
ment altogether/1
"Oh, all right." Edna wriggled her shoulders. "Don't
go on and on about it. If I can't go, I suppose I can't,
that's all." She pushed her cup away and rose from
the table. Then she stopped and looked at them, and
Mr. Smeeth saw, to his dismay, that her eyes were filling
with tears. Like that, she looked hardly a day older
than she had done when he still played childish games
with her. "But I did want to go. It's the only thing
I've really wanted to do since I left school. And if I
went, I might be earning quite a lot in a year or two
and some day I might be able to have a shop of my own.
If George had wanted to do something like this, you
wouldn't have said no to him—oh—"

